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(Deep) Throat Singing 


Author's Notes: 
| really have no clue where | get some of these ideas sometimes. Anyway, | hope it will make you laugh at 
least! 


"You're late. We're gonna miss the start," Josh said as he sat in Chad's car and put his seatbelt on 
"Hts not the Oscar ceremony, Josh. | don't think it matters if we arrive ten minutes late” 

"How's traffic?," Josh asked as he checked his phone before putting it back in his jacket pocket: 
"Bad. That's why | was late to pick you up’ 

Josh gave Chad an apologetic smile and then leaned against Chad's shoulder. 


"Sorry for the last minute invite." 


"IFs just.. Saturday night around LA. It gets messy on the roads, you know." 


Josh had called Chad a couple of hours before. The guitarist was supposed to spend the evening with Flea and 
attend a concert at the University of Southern California Since he had spent time studying there during the 
band's last hiatus, Flea had remained in touch with the music department there and he'd often help promote 


and would attend various musical events organized on the campus. 


This time, it was an educational event dedicated to world music. Several bands and musicians from all around 
the world were performing during the week. Flea had spoken about it to Josh who had enthusiastically agreed 
to go with him to one of the concerts. Unfortunately, the bassist had caught a bad stomach virus the night 
before and he had told Josh he couldn't go. 


The guitarist didn't feel like going alone and he had called his boyfriend to the rescue to accompany him. Chad 
would usually skip these kinds of events. Josh was used to hang out with Flea and go to see sport games and 
various concerts with him. Chad would sometimes go with them too but more often than not, he'd skip the 


going out part altogether and just waited at home for Josh to come back and tell him about the evening. 


This time, though, Josh had been pleading on the phone and against his better judgement, Chad had agreed to 
go with him for the evening. 


"So what is it we're going to see tonight again?,” Chad asked. 


‘Its a festival of world music on the campus the whole week. It's different bands or types of music every day. 
Flea had bought tickets for tonight because we couldn't make it any other day but | don't know what's on the 


program today. | guess we'll have a surprise when we arrive." 
"World music, huh? My favorite," Chad replied with a smirk 
"Stop it. It's gonna be cool, I'm sure," Josh added. 


Chad gave Josh a side glance and shook his head in doubt. Still, he had accepted to go because he knew that 
Josh would keep on bugging him and calling him till he would accept, so the drummer had given up pretty 
quickly and agreed to join him. Besides being persistent, Josh knew exactly what to tell Chad and how to talk to 


him to get what he wanted. Resistance was futile. 


Maybe the evening could actually be entertaining. Chad started to imagine Josh trying some salsa or mambo 
moves while listening to latino rhythms or whatever else they'd be listening to. That could be quite fun to 


watch. 


One hour later, they had finally arrived on the university campus and had found a place to park Josh walked 
fast across the parking lot and was following the sign to the main music hall. He looked behind for Chad every 


once in a while to make sure he was following. 


Let's hurry, it must have already started,’ Josh complained when he saw Chad leisurely stopping to read 


some announcement boards. "What are you doing?" 


"Just checking some ads. Look at this.. There's a second year student who's looking to trade chemistry, physics 


and biology tutoring hours for drumming lessons. | could get in touch." 
Josh rolled his eyes and stopped. He waited for Chad to walk up to his level. 
"Yeah, like you'd be interested to learn anything about science." 


"Why not? Maybe I'd be good at this and could start a new career. Actually, | already know a thing or two 
about physics. 


"You know about physics?," Josh asked a tad confused. 


"Yeah... Suction and friction and all that.. It's physics concepts, right?," the drummer added jokingly before giving 
a light squeeze to Josh's ass. 


Josh sighed and looked around to see if anyone had seen them. 
"Jeez, you're such a horn dog.. Behave, please." 


"| can't promise anything if you get caught up into some hot latino music Tonight and start dancing... | might 


not resist." 

"Am not planning on dancing, so calm down," Josh replied. 

The two men continued on their way to the auditorium, which wasn't too far away. 

The guitarist scanned the barcode of the entrance tickets with his phone and Chad and him walked in As they 
entered into the building, they received a flyer about the week's events and concerts schedules. Both men 
looked at the program. 

Chad blinked a few times when he saw what was advertised for the Saturday. The evening concert, which was 
the highlight of the week, was featuring two Mongolian throat singer and musician ensembles. The drummer 
looked up at Josh who was reading the short bios of the band on the back of the flyer. 

"Mongolian throat singing?," Chad questioned out loud. 


Josh didn't react and kept on reading. 


"Josh?" 


Josh looked at Chad. 

"What?" 

"Fucking Mongolian throat singing?" 

"Well... It's.. Unusual. Kinda cool, huh?" 

Chad deadpanned. 

"Earth to Josh. It's Saturday night, | had to leave my carefully planned evening of barbecue and beer by the 
swimming pool before lounging in front of ESPN for a special NHL program. | just drove from my place to your 
house and then from there to here. Two hours in the obnoxious LA. traffic altogether to go to a Mongolian 
throat singing concert?" 


Josh smiled sheepishly. 


"Did you know it would be that kind of music tonight? That's why you didn't tell me what we were going to 


see?" 


"No, | didn't know. | told you, its different every day.. | mean, it's gonna be interesting. Let's go inside and listen 
To it." 


Josh grabbed Chad's hand and pulled him along as they walked in the actual concert venue. 

The place was almost packed and they were lucky to find two empty seats near the edge of a row. The 
concert itself hadn't started yet but there was someone speaking on the stage. The person was explaining 
about the music and the bands they were going to hear tonight. Since they had arrived late, the presenter 
was already midway through his introduction but Josh and Chad still managed to catch a good part of the 


explanation about the cultural importance and tradition of this type of singing in the bands' native country. 


The presenter wrapped up his intro speech a few minutes later. The audience gave a round of applause when 


the first band was introduced and then the music started. 


After the first song was over, Chad looked at Josh who was sitting on the edge of his seat, leaning forward, all 


attentive and focused on what was happening on stage. 
The guitarist turned to his side and glanced at Chad who was slouched in his seat. 


"Is so freakishly weird, right?," Josh whispered in awe after the second song was over. "I wonder if Anthony 


could do that." 


Chad's eyes widened in fear. 


"No, please don't even mentioned this to him," Chad said as he shook his head. 

"Just joking," Josh added with a wink before turning his head back towards the stage. 

A few moments later, Chad checked his watch for the 5th time since the first band had started playing. It had 
only been 25 minutes and Chad was already restless and wanting out. He was sure these guys were all great 
musicians in their own right but truthfully, he couldn't stand the music nor the horror movie-like sounds that 
were coming out of the singer's mouth. 

Chad sighed at Josh's fascinated look. He took out his phone and texted Flea. 

Why did u have to be sick tonight? | hate u 

Chad's phone buzzed two minutes later with the bassist's laconic answer. 

wtf? 

dosh dragged me to the concert u had to go to with hm. 

what am | missing? 

Chad was about to move his arm up and hold his phone in the direction of the stage to make a quick video and 
send it to Flea but he suddenly remembered that Josh might not particularly appreciate this so he refrained 
from doing so. Anyway, there were far away from the stage so the video wouldn't show much. Still, the audio 
in the room was pretty good so Chad still discreetly pressed the recording button on his phone. He stopped it 
after 30 seconds and sent the audio file over chat to Flea. 

Flea's answer came a few minutes later. 

Tibetan monks? 

Chad chuckled under his breath, impressed by Flea's almost spot-on guess. He texted back. 

Mongolian throat singing 

Flea sent back a series of ROFL emoticons. 

dosh likes it? 


course he does! 


Chad put his phone back into his pocket and stood up. Josh gave him a questioning look. 


"Going to the bar. | need a drink, or maybe two," the drummer said. 


Twenty minutes later, Chad was back in his seat. The stage was empty and technicians were busy rearranging 


microphones and stools. 
"You missed the end. They're getting things ready for the second band," Josh explained 

"Can we leave now?," Chad asked with his best puppy eyes. 

"Come on.. It's probably gonna be a short set again If they aren't done in 45 minutes, we go." 
"45 more minutes of this?,” Chad hissed 

"Its strange, okay, but it's really emotional. Just close your eyes and listen to it. You'll see" 


Chad didn't comment further and gave Josh a cup he had grabbed at the bar. The guitarist took it and looked 
at it a bit puzzled 


"What is this?" 


"They were serving traditional Mongolian alcohol at the bar. | thought you might wanna try while you enjoy the 


music, to have the full experience” 
Josh looked at Chad in disbelief 

"Ht looks like baileys," Josh said 

"You wish it were," Chad snickered. "It's fermented milk” 

Josh made a face and brought the cup under his nose. 

"Smells not too good" 

"Well. Maybe it's strange but I'm sure it's fine. Just close your eyes and drink it up’ 
Josh wasn't convinced so he only took a small sip of the drink 

"Huh... No. Not drinking that. Are you sure its milk?" 

"Horse milk," Chad confirmed 


"Horse milk? Horses don't do milk" 


"Says the city boy who's never been on a farm. Female horses produce milk. How would they feed their foals? 


So who's not good at science again?" 

"Oh, shut up. I'm not drinking that anyway," Josh said as he put the cup under his seat. 

"Alright, I'll be outside checking out the student ads board." 

"No, please. Stay. It's not fun if I'm by myself,” Josh pleaded. 

"Sorry, but l'm gonna have nightmares for the rest of the year if | sit through one more song of that thing," 


Josh watched as Chad stepped away and exited the room. The guitarist wasn't pleased that Chad had left him 
all by himself. At the same time, he could understand that this wasn't Chad's cup of tea 


Josh still wanted to check out the next band so he stayed in his seat and waited for them to start. After a 
few songs, the guitarist concluded that they were sounding pretty much like the first band. He checked his 
phone for the time. It must have been half an hour or so since Chad had walked out. 

The guitarist got up and left the auditorium. He looked around and didn't see Chad. He was about to text him to 
ask where he was when he saw him leaning against one of the walls outside of the building. Chad was looking at 
his phone and smoking. Josh walked up to him. 

"Hey.. You finished checking the students’ ads?" 

"Yeah, | just texted the guy for the drum lessons," Chad replied. 

"You're kidding, right?" 

"Of course, I'm kidding. It's over already?" 

Josh buried his hands into his pants side pockets and looked around. 

"No, but.. They sound really like the first band, so | thought... 

"So can we go home now?" 

"Yes, sure.” 


Chad led the way towards the parking. As they entered into the car, Josh felt the need to say something. 


"| feel bad you didn't like it at all. | didn't know it would be that," the guitarist said. "| wouldn't have asked you if 


| had known" 


"Sure, | know. But next time Flea is leaving you stranded for one of those experimental musical activities, call 


John. | think that'll be more up his alley than mine." 
| haven't spoken to him in ages," Josh said. 


"Good excuse then Tell him you wanna catch up. He might not even notice the Mongolian singers in the 


background" 

"lI make it up to you," Josh said as Chad turned the engine on 

Chad had a sly smile on his face. 

"You do owe me, yes," he commented 

Josh leaned forward inside the car and pulled Chad into a kiss. 

"Sorry," Josh whispered against Chad's mouth 

Chad turned the engine off and locked through the car window. The parking lot they had found was probably 


not the main one since it was almost ten minutes away from the concert hall. It was basically empty and it 
was dark around. 


"Backseat," Chad said. 
Josh frowned. 
"We're not going home?" 


"Yes, but not right away. I've had enough Mongolian throat singing for one night. Now, what | want is some 
Californian deep throating." 


jusa 
"Yes, here. Now. Backseat, Josh’ 

Josh blushed and gaped at Chad's request 

"Yes, good start with the mouth, but let's get comfy back there first! 
"So you hated the music but you're turned on anyway?," Josh asked 


"I'm a complex guy.” 


Ten minutes and a quickie blowjob later, Chad and Josh were back in the front seat and leaving the parking lot 
to go back home. Chad's phone buzzed. 


"Baby, can you check what it is?," he asked Josh since he didn't want to fumble with his phone while he was 


driving. 

Josh picked up Chad's phone and unlocked it. 

‘Its Flea whatsapping you." 

"What does he say?" 

Josh opened the conversation 

"He's wondering whether you survived the concert" 

"Why don't you tell him | was a coward and abandoned you for the second part?" 
Josh chuckled and started typing. 

Actually, Im glad | stayed and let Josh show me ways to appreciate throat skills in a whole new light 
| sent a reply," Josh simply said. 

"Flea's going to tell me | wasn't a good boyfriend. You'll see," Chad anticipated. 

Josh laughed at the comment. 

‘Oh, no, | think he'll be proud of you." 

Chad cocked an eyebrow and glanced at Josh. 

"What did you reply to him?" 

Josh didn't have time to answer. Chad's phone buzzed again with the bassist's reply. 
r u drunk? 


Josh checked the phone and laughed some more. 


"What now?" Chad asked. 


"Oh, nothing... He's just saying goodnight," Josh said casually. 


